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Goodbye 


Marko had been preparing for it during the last couple months. He knew it would be the very last time, and he 
thought he could push through it and put on a brave face so to speak. 


The last couple months had been sheer hell and quite frankly he was happy to have it finally end. He knew he'd 
fucked up big time and that he'd have to pay the consequences. You can't get through life without owning up 


to your actions. 


Still when they landed in Helsinki, his chest began to constrict as if invisible hands were squeezing the life from 
it. He could barely breathe when they exited the plane and made their way to the other gates. 


Elias was the first one to say goodbye, holding him close and wishing him good luck with his schooling. Marko 
would miss hanging out with Elias, drinking and doing goofy stuff in the back of the bus. They'd been lucky to 
find him, and Marko hoped he'd stay with them forever. They needed someone dependable and honest right 


now. 


They waved goodbye to Elias and shuffled over to their gate. Marko slumped down in the hard plastic chair, 
gripping the arm rests tight. He could do this, he had to do this. He had to be strong right now, for them and 


for himself. Breaking down was out of the question. They had enough on their minds without him being a 
distraction again. 


Henkka asked if he was ok and he nodded. It was all Marko could think to do. He knew Henkka was worrying 
about him, like he always had. There was nothing to say, and yet there was. 


The wait for the next plane took forever in Marko's mind, as if the seconds went backwards to draw it out 


even longer. Even time was against him right now. 


Finally they boarded and Marko sat on an end row next to Tommy. He avoided Tommy's concerned glance as he 
had all of them. He couldn't look Tommy in the eye, no more than Tony or Henkka. He knew they all cared but it 
didn't feel right. 


The trip was long and painful. Marko kept fidgeting in his seat, unable to calm the nervous energy within. He 
would be saying goodbye for good this time. No more touring and no more flights with them. They would have 


Pasi and everything would flow again. 


Marko couldn't help to wonder if they would miss him when he was gore. He'd been in the band for so long, 
but it had soured towards the end. Would they forgive him in time or would it be a constant reminder of how 
he let them down? 


The plane started to descend into Kemi's small airport. It was the end of the line for Marko. The last plane trip 
he would take for a long while, if not ever. After this was a long bus ride back to Oulu alone. 


He gripped his hands tight into fists, the knuckles tinging white from the strain. They would be landing in the 
next couple minutes and chest constricted once more. He swallowed hard, the lump in his throat getting bigger 


over time. He didn't know how much more he could take of this. 


The plane jostled them around as it landed on the runway. Only a few minutes now before they would be at 
the airport and getting off. Marko could feel the emotions trying to break out of him, but he shoved them 


back. He was not going to break down on an airplane. He had to be strong. 


Tommy nudged his arm and motioned to the aisle. Marko got up out of his seat with shaky legs. He steadied 
himself against the edge of the seat and reached up for his bag. Once they were out of the plane, it was the 
end. The end of the line for Marko. 


Marko swallowed another massive lump in his throat and shuffled forward when the people started to exit the 
plane. Tony was walking in front of him, and Marko wondered if this was the last time he'd see Tony again 
Their relationship had been strained since that night in Utrecht and he was afraid it would never been the 
same again. Just the thought of it made Marko want to curl up in a ball like a frightened child. Their friendship 
had been the only constant thing in Marko's life and now it was in ruins. 


They exited the plane and headed for the terminal. Marko shuffled along with them in a haze of unanswered 


questions. What was going to happen next? Would they say goodbye or just leave him at the buses? 


Once they stepped outside of the terminal, into the dying rays of the sun, Tony stopped short. Marko waited, 
his body shaking from the tremors quaking inside. 


Tony turned around to look Henkka and Tommy in the eye. They stood there unspeaking and nodding to each 
other. Marko wondered if they were truly going to leave him without saying goodbye. 


Tommy stood in front of Marko and smiled sadly. He hesitated for a moment before grabbing Marko and 
holding him tight. Tommy never said anything to Marko, just content on holding him and letting Marko feel his 


heart race under his hoodie. 


Marko bit back the tears that formed in his eyes. He'd known Tommy for a long time, longer than anyone 
other than Tony. He would miss the mischief they used to pull as kids and the loving relationship they had in 


their twenties. It was a part of them now and Marko would never forget it. 


Tommy pulled back, tears rolling down his face and stepped to the side for Tony. He absently brushed them 
away with the back of his hand. 


Marko opened his mouth to say sorry yet again, but Tony stopped him with his hand. He moved closer to 
Marko, biting his lip and breathing deeply. Marko stared at the ground, he couldn't look into Tony's eyes. He 
knew he would lose it right there and then if he did. 


Tony pulled Marko into his arms, rubbing Marko's bald head with his fingers and trying to fight the tears that 
threaten to break. 


Marko breathed in Tony's scent one last time, marking it down in his memory, unsure if this was the last time. 
Their friendship went so far back it predated Sonata Arctica by half a decade. Tony was the reason Marko got 
through school and had the drive to push on with his life. His constant encouragement and love filled Marko like 
nothing else could It felt like a dagger to his heart at the thought of them not being friends anymore. It hadn't 
been spoken but Marko knew he'd pushed Tony to the breaking point. It would be his punishment in the coming 
years, to be reminded of what he'd lost. 


Tony buried his face into Marko's neck, the tears rolling down his bare skin. He held Marko tighter to his body, 
gasping through his asthma and trying to steady himself. Despite what had happened between them during the 
past several months, it was like they were back to when Marko left the first time. Tony not wanting him to 
leave the band and desperate for him to stay. 


But not this time. Marko wouldn't be coming back again and Tony knew it. They all knew it. 


Tony finally let go of Marko's body, tears still running down his face. He moved over to Tommy, who pulled 
Tony into his arms and whispered things into his ear. 


There was only one left now and Marko dreaded it the most. Tony was hard enough, but Henkka was his lover. 


They'd never declared themselves to each other formally, but everyone knew they were together. 


Henkka sighed, tears already in his eyes from watching Tony with Marko. He stood in front of Marko and shook 
his head. 


Marko waited, dreading what Henkka might say for this last time. Their relationship had taken a hit before and 
after the Utrecht show. It was never really the same after it. They were still together but it was almost if 
they were going through the motions now, doing as they were expected to do. The idea of losing Henkka was 
just too much, the tears he'd been holding in broke free from his body. He sobbed for forgiveness, knowing full 
well that he might not ever get it. 


Henkka stepped closer to Marko, reaching out to cup Marko's face. He whispered "asshole" before pulling Marko 
into his arms. Henkka fit perfectly in Marko's arms, like they were made for each other. 


Marko cried in Henkka's warm embrace, unable to stop it anymore. He'd finally broke and let it claim him once 
and for all. It seemed only fitting it was with Henkka and not the others. Henkka had probably seen Marko cry 
the most out of anyone. Whether it was feeling miserable and sick on tour or just randomly over nothing. 
Marko felt like such a fool afterward, baring himself raw like that, but Henkka never made fun of him. He was 
always there to stroke Marko's head and let it happen 


Henkka gripped Marko's back tight, burying his face into Marko's neck like he always had. Some things never 


change. 
But everything was changing. And there was nothing they could do to stop it. 


Marko felt Henkka start to pull away, but he pulled him back. He didn't want to let go, he couldn't let go. Not 


like this, not at how unresolved they were. It was unfair for it to end this way. 


Henkka sighed in his arms, pulling his head from under Marko's chin to look into his eyes. He grumbled when 
Marko avoided his eyes and forced Marko to look at him. 


Marko looked into Henkka's eyes, calm blue ones that he'd stared into many times before. He bit his lip and 
wondered what Henkka wanted to say to him. 


But Henkka didn't say anything to him, instead leaning in and kissing Marko's lips. 

Marko knew it was the last kiss goodbye by Henkka's sad face. He wouldn't be able to handle not kissing Henkka 
again It had been a constant in his life for almost ten years. From their random fooling around when Henkka 
first joined to their steady relationship towards the end. He couldn't deal with this alone, he wasn't strong 


enough. 


They ended the kiss and Henkka stroked the side of Marko's face. He leaned his head on Marko's and said to let 


him know when he got to Oulu. 

It wasn't what Marko was expecting, but it was a start. Still talking he could live with. 

Henkka wandered over to where Tony and Tommy were standing. They all faced Marko for one last time. 
Marko uttered out a thank you as he tried to rein in his emotions again. 

They all nodded and headed out to the parking garage for their rides. 


Marko watched them go, wiped his nose with the back of hand and sniffed back the tears. Once they 
disappeared, he shuffled off to his bus stop. 


To start a new life. 


